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shew his general goodwill, and threw in a literary allusion to
Edgar and Captain Macheath by way of local color.

Whether the great farewell of Monday week will prove a last
farewell is a point on which I prefer not to hazard an opinion.
Certain it is, that though Sims Reeves at seventy has lost his
powers of endurance so far that he cannot now count upon
getting safely through a trying song like Blumenthars Message,
yet in such Handelian airs as Total Eclipse, in which the instru-
mental interludes give plenty of time for rest after each strain, he
can still leave the next best tenor in England an immeasurable
distance behind. Indeed, he does this even in the songs to which
he is no longer fully equal; and the general recognition of his pre-
eminence is a powerful support to the critic whose counsels of
perfection are cavilled at as righteous overmuch.

For if I were to advise a young man to do what Sims Reeves
has done I should apparently be advising him to ruin himself.
Rejecting all the coarser, baser, more exciting elements in popular
singing for the sake of a pure artistic integrity which only a few
appreciate fully, and which many rebel against and scoff at as
mere feebleness and affectation; throwing not only your concert
engagements, but coveted positions at the opera and the Handel
Festivals to the winds whenever their conditions prevent you
from doing your very best; allowing rivals to pass you and seize
your golden opportunities as if you had eternity at your disposal:
these would seem to be infallible methods of securing discredit,
failure, and bankruptcy. Fortunately there is Sims Reeves to
prove that they land an artist at the head of his profession. Doubt-
less they require enormous artistic conviction, courage, and self-
respect; but they have left at least one man better off than the
methods of vulgar ambition have left any of his rivals.

The concert came off very happily in every respect. Some of
us may have begun by feeling a little anxious as to how much was
left of Christine Nilsson; but we were soon relieved on that score.
Her figure is ampler than of yore; and her eyes are aided by
glasses fixed to the end of an exasperating tortoiseshell pole. The
features, too, are perhaps more matronly by a line or so than
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